LAW   AND   PHYSIC

his shelves and the owner's talk about his books, tell
eloquently of his taste for letters. I have passed hours
at his house during which a stranger never might have
known that our host was a lawyer by profession, so
naturally did the talk run on about the newest books
and the oldest books, about the latest picture show, about
the newest thing in French art, and the piece that had
just been brought out at the Lyceum or the Criterion.
Fletcher Moulton had a cordial welcome for men and
women of distinction from foreign countries, and the
talk at his dinner-table was thus often freshened by
some new ideas which threw a genuine light on this or
that crisis, or change of thought, or current of popular
feeling in some Continental city, or some State of the
great Republic beyond the Atlantic.

Our host, too, enjoyed the society of rising young
authors and artists and politicians, and did not wait till
such men had quite risen and become recognised objects
of public admiration. The first time I ever met Mr.
Anthony Hope Hawkins was at Fletcher Moulton's
house, and at a time when the world was only just be-
ginning to find out that there was something very
promising and altogether out of the common in the
4Dolly Dialogues' which the 4Westminster Gazette5
was then publishing every evening. I met Sir Martin
Conway and Edward Fitzgerald there before the Geo-
graphical Societies of the world had learned to bow
down to them as monarchs of mountains. There, too,
I met Frank Dicksee, long before he had become a
Royal Academician, but at a time when it was already
evident to all eyes that to such a position he was sure
to come. There were veterans, too, in letters and art
and journalism. My dear old friend Mrs. Lynn Linton
was a frequent visitor. Mrs. Linton, who so often
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